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FUT “THRU" THE SPELLING MILL.

oug of late at Wellesley College
that specml classes in  orthog-

pirls delinquent in that branch
of English. More than 600 stu-
dents, or about haif of the total
registration of Wellesley, are in-
cluded in this club of dictionary
delvers.  They will have to de-
vote an hour a day, including
Saturdays, to nothing but gpell-
ing, “thru”-ount the remainder of
the academic vear. It i& as ensy
to get into one of these classcs
ag it i8 to hecome a member of
an Annnias Club.  All a girl has
to do to become oligible for the
wapelling bee is to submit & paper in which three or more words are
:'Nik!pollod. It is expected that practice will make perfect in these
« daily drills under Miss Agnes Perkins, supplemented by the class in
. punctuation to be conducted by Prof. Pope. Proof-reader accuracy
..dn the accomplishments named will be necessary hercafter to secure
@ bachelor of wris degree at Wellesley.
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“+depreciated in spelling than in any of the other arts or sciences. It
weris worse than uscless to be born with an inventive faculty in this
wgine.  The old eaying, “The style is the man,” or the woman, as the
swoase may be, don’t go in orthography.

i Only a colossal genius like the late Josh Billings ean devise a
~labor-saving svstem of epelling “of” as *“uv,”

«4T." and get away with it,
o Prof. Brander Matthews and Andrew Carnegic and other lexicog-
s*raphers of great wealth have promoted a complicated scheme of
“Mpliﬁml" spelling which is used to lighten up the otherwise dull
.+and heavy columns of “The Outlook” with a quaint little touch of

mmque humor; but this is a luxury beyond the means of the com-
literary and journalistic masses,

s Only to-day we were rending a publisher's advertisement of a
L “Dictionary of Hard Words,” giving the different, variable or
..,:ailputod epellings of 19,000 words—a number considerably in excees
bt the entire vocabulary of Shakespeare!

wm Al words are “hard,” if you go into their derivation, history

“uAnd etymology.

ur

——— MG,

| wipe out the record of their past

in an cffort to represent them by
arbitrary and meaningless combi-
nations of letters supposed to ren-
der their pronunciation as called
“eorroct” by some professor or
school.

Notwithstanding the multiplica-
tion of new-fangled systems and
“fonetik alfabets,” we are all glad
enough to have the good old dic-
tionary to fall back upon when
cornered by such words as, for
instance, “syzygy,” or “sphygmo-
manometer,”

For this reason we believe that
the hours put in by the Wellesley
girls in their compulsory spelling

‘:ines will be all to the good—even the Saturday afternoon sessions
L may entail the occasional sacrifice of a theatre matinee.
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Pt THE MONEY TRUST.

1A PRAISE for the action of Mr. J. P. Morgan in coming to the
rescue of three shaky banks should be tempered by an inquiry

“as to how it comes that he alone can “rescue” the wator-
wiogged in finance. It is beeause Mr. Morgan, with extraordinary

.:n.‘-::ilhout whose beliest all things finaneisl are in vain in New York.
. Each crisis, however created, finds him the gainer.  The Morse-

.

““Thomas-Heinze episode gave him the Tennessee Coal and Iron Com- | @

-:;’u:y and the Portchester Railroad, though the three adventurers
w.:nmed had mrt?\ing to t?n with either enterprise.  They simply

Breated a condition that tightened money and which grew tighter as
i‘ln Great Rescuer pulled the rope.

+ It is announced that “cash™ has taken the place of unsound
*"ecnrities in (he “rescucd” banks. Whose cash?  Why, vours and
vrorylmd\' else’s that chances to be stored in other I-amlks .unul about
the use of which not YOU but Mr, Morgan has the <av. 1Te has now

., +gobbled up a tidy new bunch of millions and =0 is rapidly completing

s eontrol of all the money in this town—your monoy, please

| rememes-
i

y fellow-citizens, which will soon be turned against you in the
aubway deal, to earn YOU no interest from the depository, but te

oiake you pay 23 per cent. or more in profits to the Money Trust's
1 subway!
T

AD SPELLS have lween so numer-

tho  Press Publishing Company, Nos. 83 to M{

raphy have been inaugurated for |

or “you™ with a simple

|

But after all it does not make them any easier to[

Originality and individualism acem to be less fostered and more |

|
]
““genius in the nse of men and money, has created a Money Trust | us
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1he Angel Child Seeks to Cure His Father
< Of the Clgarette Habit—and Scores M’; ﬂr

Jellee

By Roy L. McCardell.

l‘P

APA, why do you smoke those
vigaretien 7’
Jurr buy.

neked the Mitie

The tone ha
#poke in wan dhdd-
Ingly critienl, and
the fond mother,
who overheard
ralsed her voloo to
commend the
spoaker and con-
found the smoker.

“*There!"” whe ox.

cladmed.  “"When

motlcen @ thing

my H was time
youU were ashamed !

Mr. Jarr threw away the
with & pulity look.

“Well~um—er—I'm not a flend for
them!" he hastencd to explain, “But
for a short samoke 1 sometimen light
them.'*

TOf course nothing I say has any
effect.” Mra Jarr went on, “but when
your Jttle chilren — when Innocent
| bables notles your faulte It Is time to !
| dmead e,

“I mighit have wuaree

Mr, Jdarr, sulkily
| “And you doubtiess have,” sald Mrw,
| Jarr. “But when even a child notices
[ what its parents are dolng, when they
are dolng wrong, it behooves the parent

to behave, if only for 4hie snke of sei-

ting a good example.*

clgarette

faulia!"

your own child,

like that I shouwid |

wald |

“I'm golng to smoke olgnrettes, M-I
cher L!" cried Master Willle Jarr.
“lzey Slavineky smokes sdgareties, and
| he sald to me, he sald: 'Wanna see l!:el
I-muh. come out 0 me eyes? And I,
|says: ‘Sure!' And he wsays, ‘Putcher |
hand on me stomick and press hard.'
1.&11 I put me hand on his atomick and
pressed hard and he put the clgarette
down on me fand and burnt me. An' 1
hollered, and he sald if 1T hadn't hol-
wered T'd 'a’ seen the smoke come out
of him eyew, an' he wanted me to try |
ngaln, but I wouldn't. But when I'm
bigger I'm gonna smoke clgaretiey and
make the smoke come out o me eyea!”
This childish recital of adventure and
desires not moking the good fmpression |
Master Jarr had hoped for (In fact,
both his father and mother ware re-
garding him with blank curlosity), Mas-
ter Willle again sald to his father:
“Don’'t emoke them clgarettes, paw.”
It had been & sure-firehit Mne previ-
ously. 1
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hak nsplrations that way himself*
e poor child! What does he know
about the bnjurious effom?" repllsd Mrs,
Jarr,
Then she turned Lo Master Wilke and
spoke sulemnnly

o

* 1 hope mother's Httle oy will never,

never smoke toomcso in any form. It
stunts the growth of growing oulidren.
You want to grow up to he a great, big
man, don't you, Wilke ' F

“Na,'" sndd the lttde boy. *'1 want to
grow up 4o be a dwarf and be in &
clrcun”

“Whess does e chlld  get
ideas?" cried Mre, Jarr In alarm.
I do wish we could move out of
nelghborhood!  That Johuny Hangle Is
the worst boy, and that Iezy Slavinsky
—you heard 1t Jusi sow—he smokes
clgarettes! What can poor people do?
They can't keep thelr ohildren Indoors
all the time. And when they go out jn
the street they piok up dreadful 1dean,”

“Oh, 1 guess the [itle boys In this
neighborhood are mo worse than any

Il

i‘:
{

other little boys,™ aald Mr. Jare, “You [}
don't want Willle 10 be o milksop, do ’ |

vou?r

“Of course  not!” sald Mrs, Jarr.
“Hut | do want Bim to be a little gen-
tietnan, and not to fight or get his
clothes dirty or go with bad ooys or
sy navghty words or ever smoke
clgarettes, nio matter how Hg he gete.
Wilthe, 1f you'll be real good 1l get you
A nice velvet sult and pretty Mitle em-
proldered handkerchiefs’ to wear in the
wloeve of the jecket, MHike thia™  And
Mra. Jarr displayed a ploture in a fash-
fon piaper she had at hand, showing &
doli-baby sort of a boy with a daiaty
handkerohief protruding from the
sleove of a blue velvet jacket with &
broad lace collar.

“Ah, I wouldn't wear that elesy
thing!" erial young Hopefal, I waat
a Boy Boout srit and a revolver.”

Mr. Jarr grinned, and Mrs, Jarr felt
the refining influences uf 1ife were belng
weakened with Willle,

“Hait you don't want yYour papa to
smoke those horpdd clgaretios, do you,

| my Ntthe man?’ she nuked, stroking his

youthful brow,

“No, 1 don't,”’ maid Mamma's Joy,

“Hecause % In a very dad habit for
anybody to emoke, isn't 8, angal?™
anked Mea, Jarr, with a “"Now-lsten-to-
this!" look at Mr. Jarr.

“No,” sald the angoel. *“But I've got
a double met of them clgurette ploturen,
I want paw to smoke another kind so
I cun get prize-nNghting plotures. And
then, when I get all the prize-fghter

“You sea'"” sndd Mre. Jarr. “You see | pictures, 1 want him to smoke the
how the bad actiona of elders corrupt | cigarettes that has the baseball play-
the ldeas of the young!" | ers’ pletures, and then I want him to

“I only mnotice that Wil remon-|msmoko' ——
strances agalust my amoking clgarettes Hut father was never to know, for
arire from no vety deep conviotlons | the angel chill was belng Ted Away for
against the habit,” sald Mr. Jarr. “He striot disciplinary treatment.

| v

The Story of . a Jilt

“Cheer Up, Cuthbert!” §¢By Clarence L. Cullen!

T
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HERE'S a pear-whinped pearl at the end of many & “rope!”
Herd up your Hobgoblin and make him commit hari-kari!
Yes, men, llke water, “Anally reach thelr level" But
once we took a swim in a lake that was ten thousand feel
above the level of the sea!

—_—

Polse, patience, perseverance—another

draw to!

“mitt" to

Somehow we fust nachully hate to have our Rival put
one over on s when the Boss is looking!

Tanglefoot will never give a Boost toward the Top!

If only we could ase one of our days fool gyrations on
a moving pleture film, eould hear one of our days' gabble
out of the unmitigating horn of a phonograph, bow suddenly would we cancel the
cut and try a new system!

— ‘e |

Saplemce never yel was achleved by a Sap-Head! Ll
There's a Janzled Note somewhere In Love that's too solemn to Laugh!
These aro the languorcus days in Santa Barbara—but there's nothing 10 Keep
from “playing™ that we're there!

There's a Sclence of Navigation that has nothing to do with the Sea!

We hope we're not lving in any Fools' Paradise—but the Down-and-Out
Club hasn't beckoned Lo ua once since the beginning of 1011!

|
A Resolve ian’'t much good unless it in duilt upon Resolution!
The day may be drear, and bleak, and gray—but the Pansles will be making
thalr grinning 1ktle faces at us befors we know it!

“Let Rome In Tiber melt, and the wide arch of the rang’d Empire fall!" sald
Mare Antony, rooting against himself—and a little while Iater Marce was a
Used-ta-Was!

That good horse, Endurance, never yet ran for the End Book!

After all, the most that's asked of us In simply that we Behave!

The chap who, catching his own eye in the glass while shaving, says to his
reflection, “You mean old scrub, you had your knocking clothes on last night,
didn't you?' Is on the Beat to Betterville!

“Coming events cast thelr shadows before ' —but we're mot gong to be atam-
peded by Phantoms!

—_—

. g
What a lot of water has passed beneath the bridge aince the last time we
saw absolutely “no way out!"
Our iden of Love's Labor Lost is to tell the Boy of twenty-one what a Hone-
head we were at his age and to expect him to seo the Connection!

| The Day's
Good Stories

Due Precautions.

| e

iReflections ofa & & %
Bachelor Girl

Brother's Verdict.

By Cora M. W. _(}rce.nleaf.
PAPA saya you're straight from

Heavon, That seema queor;

N a town in Oeorgla there was an old preacher
whos knowledge of the world was not wide

By Helen Rowland

It's where our other baby want
last year.
I a'pose he told you all about his homs

nor deet, Il who eotiielved |t to be & place
where, f vie should trist his fellow men, be
sloald at the same lime Nerp an e5e on Lls own
internats.
One hot dar he pulled off his cont and preached
& vigorous sormon, under the pines, in his shirt
pleevem, A the oloae of the opeu-alr serview one
;l' hin pdmirers approsched him apd sald, regret-
ally: !

'l‘ don't suppose you knew that & United
Ftates Recator was hore when you pilled off your

conf,

“1 reekon 1 huew it well, for 1'd been told of matter of alcohol.
14" sald the preacher, ealmly, "1 don't belleve
Da's aa bad ax by might be, and anyway, 1 pul
py coat ou the chalr close Ty, sod had & right
under my eve all the time. " -—<Youth's Companion,

I S————

No Latitude.

N irish mbool inmpector was examining &

he ia afraid not to.
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Bejore he marries her a man may be ofraid to kiss a girl; ofterward

—_—

Man iz an atom, and he expects every woman to be an atomiger, aprink-

*3* | And us, and set you Gowiln' so to some,

ARRYING for companionahip ia about aa reason- hear:
M able as going to a pink tea for excitement and|Untll they let you come: anyhow,
dissipation, Why are you makin' esuch a rumpus
now
You've butted in, and makin' such a
Cheap aen*iment, like cheap scent, 18 often mainly a fuss,

As If you're disappointed some in us,
‘Twon't help you any~raisin' such a
™MW,

We feel ax bad ans you do ‘bout it, so!
1f you ain't satiefied. why don't you go?
Our other baby had twa llttle teath
And a dimple in his pink chin Just be-

clasm i geodraphy.  He bad p died y ) neath
it :Anuni: |' r:.sl:hn( ;-nml ullom'l"n‘l:l“ ™ ling the atr with incenas and flotiery most of the time. And the B‘Wl‘ﬂu"l smile ‘at wavered to
kb ired @ el mmewer {ron the lad and fro,
s Alrannder Pope. ut tw > ' . ynbergoing  the ml, “"And now,” he sald, N , . .
’uh Bdbtor of 1w Bewning Workd :r--l ,r"-,m,:tr:,',‘:?‘;" & Wagk to "‘"““"' what s latiloade!”  After & brief silmce » No man knows what a brilliant fiction writer he might have made The angels &dn't think you's worth a
Who was the author of the following |y ¢ ) YIUing to her whe tells | unght youngster with & morny tainkle in s ere until hMs wife pets out hia old love letters and beging to read them to him. name,
- ~ L i0e to ket out of the houwe. C 8 D, said: “Pleme, sir, we have vo Iatifede in Dreaod 'l No wonder ‘at you turn #b red from
.l»ﬁ-‘ No. |I".!hﬂ' mse Lhe Britiadi Govenment won't allow S Alias bt
'i-f!l-d!“:’l:’ poor Indlan, whose untutored 1-.“-3- t.:u- of The Erening World Wy . A “militant" woman and the strong-armed lady in the side show have| . .o aore vou bring your homely Hitle
Gu 160 a ledp year? . about egual fascinatio 1 .
God In clouds or hears Him In tha A Latin Quotation, s An Eyo to the Future. y ! ' e o e ety g Into ::;'nthar haby hrother's place?
% wind: Tsi e Edltar of The Erenlug World 66 T w=ould pmbimbly take many genesstions It's ‘nourh to make us slck to watch
.. Hia moul proud sclonee never taught to Kindly teil me the meaning of the l of adverdly to :md.t.:mm .tqy: the A man often wakes up to find that he hos proposed to a woman when your game,
ks ::f:{‘ e e following words: “Varium et mulable e . o Tt wimi® | he was merely trying to find out in a roundadout way if she would marry
ol M L (1} Uy {

setiipar feminn est ROBE) J
n T pa ERT A

It In & latin quotation, menning:
e A Husaband's I'lalnt, “Woman 18 always uncertaln and
. _¥ulh Editor of The Kvening Warld : chapgeable."”

Wil wise rewders advise me what to

" modo ln & caso idee this? T am a hard
argrking married men with a wife and

" Awo ghlidven, My wile lnslsts on golag riage lcense in New Jersey! P, G,

Yeou,
Te the Falitor of The Eventng World :

Is It necessary (0 procure & mar-

] yemeotir & cane of & Bootch woman who had
been proimdesl & new boumet by lady, Belore
shie underiook the purchase the lady called and

ailed the wimas
" Wa you ratlier have a felt or & straw
Rt twimted M, Cormiduel thougst- | HHo® are all cured—while you walt.
fully, 1 m-_t 11l tak’ & -l'u -l.t’:.-‘n?:
oL ¥ e o T """ _ Pride goeth dejore a sprawi.
I

him in case he showld ever decide to ask her,

Marriage 15 an “institution" in which blindiess, insanity and intorica.

A auttin' looss, and ralsin’ such a fusa!

That's why the angels packed you off
to uws,

Land knows "at we don't want you, any-
low,

It you're goin' o Keep on makin' such

a row,
You homely lookin' liitle %ippypoltess
Eual

—— "

‘At all the folks and apgels coulda't |

e e . it bk !

‘ —: By Herself.—
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HYNOIPSIS,
The Jitt decides ta secept Prenflas Pockner, & wealthy, mididle sgel man.  She alon
mu‘l; rmgaged 1o Jack Bpain, & oollege boy, and has soma Aifleulty kooping e donble seeret,

'; CHAPTER 11

(Continued.)

AUNT ALLISON announced our engagement in Septecuber, the magriage
to take place on Thanksgiving Day, There were sewing-women siready
in the houss hefore the formal announcement, The upstalrs rooms were
flooded with billows of white stuff, beautifully bridal. Two Loulsville
dressmakers had been enguged.

The invitations were ordered snd Prentiss had a ring safely on my hand--»
sapphire as darkly splendkd as his blue eyes and encircled with dlamonds, 1 bad
lmnnug«! ta keep froe of rings aince I had returned Allen Bralnerd’'s. I always
| sitld that love ought to be left unshackied and that I wouldn't wear a common-
place syinbol of bondage. It wae & successful speech. Most men ke n girl who
% Indifferent to trinkets; they thini her indifference proves a divine unworldll-
ness of aplrt,

Hut 1 dldn't try & ruse Uke that with Prentiss, for T really meant to mmarry

Wm, and 86 1 had no incentive to sscape the oficial emblem of my promise. I
| hind only to reckon with Jack about It, and cur mecounting would have ".. be
|

met anyway, ring or no ring.

1 hadn't seen Jack for severnl weeks when my engagement to Premtiss was
announced. For two or three Sundays previous I had run off to houss parties
where nelther he nor Prentiss were Iovited, a proceeding which sach of my
flatices had permitted In the belief that he was allowing me a final, harmless
1ittle filng of girthood, And 1 hadn't written to Jack either. He had repeatedly
talked to me over the long distance telephone, and 1 had somehow managed to
#atlsfy him with those communicationa.

|
I
| My engngement was anpounced In the Loulsville evening papors on Satundny.
| Barly Sunday afternoon Jack came, I was alone in the sitting room at the l!lr;e.
| and he walked right In without so much as a ring or a knock to apnodnce him,
L or & word of greoting when hn stood before me, I remember thut all his fine,
| healthy cdlor had faded and that with {ts loss he seemed to have lost his youth,
| too, Ha looked as much a man as Prentiss then, and I vow I would almost ax
soon have married Kim. 1 think I loved him-just for n moment,

He came up to me and took my hand and wrenched off the sapphire ring.
| It fell on the floor and lay there, T was afrald to plok It up, Jack should have
' slung me over his ghoulder and marched off with me right then. He could have
| done 1t! Instend he began to talk—and T could talk better than he,
| “You can't marry Prentlss Buckner,” he sald, “you belong to me.
| always bheen my girl, Sylvial”

The minute he #poke his suddenly acquired manhood vanished: he was just
| my old plagmate, Jack, Tt seemed absurd to think of him as a husband, 1 could
| ape In him so plainly the chubby traces of the little boy who had bullled and
| adored me years ago, I didn’t Intend to be bullled again,

“Now look here, Jack!" I sald firmly. “1 am golng to MARRY Prentiss
Buckner. I've PROMISED!

“You've promised ME!" he sxclnimed.

“Yes" I ndmitted, T reckon I did sort of promise you, Jack, But you oughtn't
to hold me to that, You=you scarsd me Into It anyway!"

“Hoared you into It?" he repeated amazedly. “What on earth do you tmean,
Bylvia™*
y CWell" T sald, "you—you KISSED me, Jack.”

“And that scared you Into promising to marry me?"

He was still ineredulous, and he waw still importunate for his rlghts, 1 had
to convince him that he had imposed upon me, 1 couldn't get rld of hiim any
other way,

#

A Momen: of Melodrama.

You've

|
|

‘ A Kiss and a Trick.

“1 thought 1 ougit to marry you,"” 1 sald,
CNOBRODY EVER KISSED ME BEFORE!"

He fell back and stared at me and his face went whiter than ever,
| “(bood God!" he whimpered. And that whisper, whth Its weliht of ohivatrous
herror, sounded through me more clamorously than the wildest cry of passian
or of paln,

1 knew then that the usual feminine la had won my trick for me,

“You wouldn't wear a ring for me," he obsorvesl.

“1 couldn't,"” T anewered.

shecause you didn't really love me?

Y ae' T murmired,

“And do you love him?™'

“Yeu," 1 repeatsl,

“Phen 1'd better go," he sald sadly.

“Oh, don't blame ma! Don't blame me!" I eridd. For I couldn't bear 4o ba

blamel, then or ever,
(To Be Continusdy

looking stradght into lis oyes,
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